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Bewick  and  Graham^ 


OLD  Graham  he  has  to  Carlifle  gone. 
Where  Sir   Robert  Bewick  there 
met  he, 

In  arms  to  the  wine  they  are  gone. 
And  drank  till  they  were  both  merry. 

Old  Graham,  he  took  up  the  cup, 

And  faid,  Brother  Bewick,  here's  to  thee, 

And  here's  to  our  two  fons  at  home. 
For  they  live  beft  in  our  country. 

Nay,  were  thy  fon  as  good  as  mine. 

And  of  fome  books  he  could  but  read. 
With  fword  and  buckler  by  his  fide, 
'  To  fee  how  he  could  fave  his  head ; 

They  might  have  been  caird  two  bold 
brethren, 

Wherever  they  do  go  or  ride,  [brethren, 
They  might  have  been  called  two  bold 
They  might  have  crack'd  the  border  fide  j 


Thy  Ibn  is  bad,  he  is  but  a  lad,  ^  H 

And  bully*  to  my  fon  cannot  be. 

I  put  him  to  fchool,  but  he  would  not  learn,  i 
I  bought  him  books,  but  he  would  nc 
read,  5 

But  my  blefsing  he  fcall  never  have. 
Till  I  £ee  how  he  can  fave  his  head. 


Old  Graham  he  caird  for  an  account, 

And  he  afked  what  there  was  to  pay- 
There  he  paid  a  crown,  fo  it  went  round. 
Which  was  all  for  wine  and  hay.  ^| 

Old  Graham  is  to  the  ftable  gone. 

Where  flood  thirty  good  ileeds  and  three! 

He's  taken  his  own  ftead  by  the  head, 
And  home  rode  he  right  wantonly. 

When  he  came  there  he  did  efpy, 

A  loving  fight  to  fpy  or  fee,  I 

There  did  he  efpy  his  own  three  fons. 
Young  Chrifly  Graham  the  foremofii 
was  he. 

Where  have  you  been  all  day,  father, 
That  no  counfel  youMl  take  by  me  ? 

Nay,  I  have  been  at  Carliile  town, 

Where  Sir  Robert  Bewick  there  met  fflej 

-Id  It.  id 


*  jBw%,  in  the  North  of  England^  meant  i(ro(^rj 
friend,      cQmpanion,  /£d  jUgioi  ^^X^ 


.  ^  • 

He  faid  thoir  waft  bad,  and  call'd  thee  a  lad. 
And  a  baffled  man  by  thee  I  be : 

He  faid  thou  waft  bad^  and  call'd  thee  a  lad^ 
And  bully  to  his  fon  cannot  be, 

For  his  fon  Bewick  can  both  write  &  read, 
And  fure  I  cannot  fay  that  of  thee. 

I  put  thee  to  fchool,  but  thou  wouldft  not 
learn,  [  not  read, 

I  bought  thee  books,  but  thou  wouldft 
But  my  blefsing  thou  ftiak  never  have. 

Till  with  Bewick  thou  canft  fave  thy  head. 

O  !  pray  forbear,  my  father  dear. 
That  ever  fuch  a  thing  (hould  be. 

Shall  I  venture  my  body  in  field  to  fight 
With  a  man  that's  faith  and  troth  to  me. 

What's  that  thou  fay'ft,  thou  limmer  loon. 
Or  how  dare  you  ftand  to  fpeak  to  me  ? 

If  thou  do  not  end  this  quarrel  foon. 
Here  is  my  glove — tiiou  {halt  fight  me* 

Chrifty  ftoop'd  low  unto  the  ground. 
Unto  the  ground,  as  you'll  underftand, 
,  O  father,  put  on  your  glove  again. 

The  wind  hath  blown  it  from  your  hand. 

What's  that  thou  fay'ft,  thou  limmer  loon. 
How  dare  you  ftand  to  fpeak  to  me  I 

If  you  do  not  end  this  quarrel  foon. 
Here  is  ray  hand,  thou  ftialt  fight  me. 
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Chrlfty  Graham  Is  to  his  chamber  gone, 
And  for  to  ftudy,  as  well  might  be. 

Whether  to  fight  with  his  father  dear, 
Or  with  his  bully  Bewick  he. 

If  It  be  my  fortune  my  bully  to  kill. 
As  you  fhall  boldly  underftand. 

In  every  town  that  I  ride  through, 

They'll  fay,  there  rides  a  brotherlefs  man* 

Nay,  for  to  kill  my  brother  dear, 

I  think  it  were  a  deadly  fin  ; 
And  for  to  kill  my  father  dear. 

The  blefsing  of  Heav'n  I  ne'er  fhall  win. 

O  give  me  your  blefsing,  father,  he  faid. 
And  pray  well  for  me  then  to  thrive  ? 

If  it  be  my  fortune  my  bully  to  kill, 
I  fwear  1  fhall  ne'er  come  home  alive. 

He  put  on  his  back  a  good  old  jacket. 
And  on  his  head  a  cap  of  fleel ; 

With  fword  and  buckler  by  his  ade. 
And  O  he  did  become  them  weel. 

O  fare  thee  well,  my  father  dear. 

And  fare  theo  well,  thou  Carlifle  town, 

If  it  be  my  fortune  my  bully  to  kill, 
I  fwear  I'll  ne'er  eat  bread  again  ♦ 

Now  we  leave  off  talking  of  Chrifty  Graham 
And  talk  of  them  again,  belive  j 


But  we  will  talk  of  bonny  Bewick, 

Where  he  wais  teaching  his  fcholars  five. 

Now  when  he  had  learned  them  to  fence. 
To  handle  their  fwords,  without  any  doubt. 

He's  taken  his  fword  under  his  arm, 
And  walk'd  his  father's  clofe  about : 

He  looked  between  him  and  the  fun, 
To  fee  what  farlies  he  could  fee, 

And  efpied  a  man  with  armour  on, 
As  he  came  riding  o'er  the  lea, 

I  wonder  much  what  man  yon  be, 
That  fo  boldly  this  way  doth  come  ; 

I  think  it  is  my  nigheft  friend, 
I  think  it  is  my  bully  Graham, 

O  welcome,  O  welcome,  my  bully  Graham, 
O  man,  thou  art  my  dear,  welcome, 

O  man,  thou  art  my  dear,  welcome. 
For  I  love  thee  beft  in  Chriftendom. 

I- 

Away,  away,  O  bully  Bewick* 

And  of  thy  buUyfliip  let  me  be. 
The  day  is  come  that  I  ne*er  thought  on, 

I'm  hither  come  to  fight  with  thee, 

0  no,  nor  fo,  O  bully  Graham, 

That  e'er  fuch  a  word  Ihould  fpoken  be  ; 

1  was  thy  mafter,  and  thou  waft  my  fcholar, 
So  well  as  I  have  learned  thee. 
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My  father,  he  was  in  Carlifle  town, 

Where  thy  father  Bewick  there  met  he : 

He  faid,  I  was  bad,  and  call'd  me  a  lad, 
And  a  baffled  man  by  you  I  be. 

Away,  away,  O  bully  Graham, 
And  of  that  talk,  man,  let  us  be ; 

We'll  take  three  men  on  either  fide, 
To  fee  if  we  can  our  fathers  agree. 

Away,  away,  O  bully  Bewick, 
And  of  thy  bully  ftiip  let  me  be  ; 

But  if  thou  be  a  man,  as  I  trow  thou  art, 
Come  over  this  ditch,  and  fight  with  me.  : 

O  no,  not  fo,  my  bully  Graham, 

That  e'er  fuch  a  word  fliould  fpoken  be. 

Shall  I  venture  my  body  in  field  to  fight 
With  a  man  that's  faith  and  troth  to  me» 

Away,  away,  thou  bully  Bewick, 

And  of  care,  man,  let  us  be  j 
If  thou  be  a  man,  as  I  trow  thou  art^ 

Come  over  this  ditch,  and  fight  with  me* 

Now,  if  it  be  my  fortune  thee  Graham  to  kill 
As  God's  will,  man,  it  all  muft  be— 

If  it  be  my  fortune  thee  Graham  to  kill, 
Tis  home  again  Til  never  gae. 


Thou  art  then  of  my  mind,  bully  Bewick, 
And  fworn  brethren  we  will  be  j 


if  thou  be  a  man,  as  I  trow  thou  art, 
!  Come  over  this  ditch,  and  fight  with 
me. 

I  ,  ,  ■  . 

fe  flang  his  cloak  from  oflf  his  ihoulders, 
His  pfalm-book  from  his  pouch  flang  he, 

le  clapp'd  his  hand  upon  the  hedge, 
And  o'er  lap  he  right  wantonly. 

7hen  Graham  did  fee  his  bully  come. 
The  fait  tears  ftood  long  in  his  e'e, 

b w  needs  mufl:  I  Cay,  thou  art  a  man, 
lhat  dare  venture  thy  body  to  fight 
with  me, 

ly,  I  have  a  harnefs  on  my  back, 
I  know  that  thou  haft  none  on  thine  ; 
lit  as  little  as  thou  haft  on  thy  back. 
As  little  lhall  there  be  on  mine, 

i  flang  his  J  acket  from  off  his  back, 
p  His  cap  of  fteel  from  his  head  flang  he, 

3'8  taken  his  fpear  into  his  hand, 
I  He's  tied  his  horfe  unto  a  tree. 

)w  they  fell  to  it  with  two  broad  fwords, 
For  two  long  hours  fought  Bewick 
and  he, 

ach  fweat  was  to  be  feen  on  them  both, 
But  never  a  drop  of  blood  to  fee. 
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Now  Graham  gave  Bewick  an  awkwarc' 
ftroke. 

An  awkward  ftroke  furely  ftruck  he. 
He  ftruck  him  under  the  left  breaft,  I 
Then  down  to  the  ground  as  dead  fell  he< 

Arife,  arife,  O  bully  Bewick, 

Arife,  and  fpeak  three  words  to  me, 

Is  this  to  be  thy  deadly  wound,  a 
Or  God  and  good  furgeons  will  men 
thee? 

Jo 

O  horfe,  O  horfe,  O  bully  Graham, 

And  pray  do  get  thee  far  from  me,  ' 
Thy  fword  it  is  (harp,  it  hath  wounded  m  ' 
heart, 

And  fo  no  farther  can  I  gae. 

O  horfe,  O  horfe,  O  bully  Graham,  ' 

And  get  thee  far  from  me  with  fpeed,  ^ 
And  get  thee  out  of  this  country  quite,  I 
That  none  may  know  who's  done  tl 
deed.  nd 

-  0 

Oh  !  if  this  be  true,  my  bully  dear, 

The  words  that  thou  doft  tell  to  me,  '^^ 

The  vow  I  made,  and  the  vow  Til  keep,  . 
I  fwear  Til  be  the  firft  to  die.  ' 

Then  he  fttick  his  fword  in  a  mould-hill. 
And  he  leapt  thirty  good  feet  and  thre< 


firft  he  bequeathed  his  foul  to  God, 
And  upon  his  own  fword  leapt  he. 

fow  Graham  he  was  the  firft  that  died ; 
I,  And  then  Sir  Robert  Bewick  came  to  feej^ 
.rife,  arife,  O  fon,  he  faid. 
For  I  fee  thou's  won  the  vidory. 

ather,  could  not  you  drink  your  wine  at  , 
li  home, 
And  letten  me  and  my  bully  be, 
ow  dig  a  grave  both  low  and  wide, 
And  in  it  us  two  pray  bury  I 
ut  bury  my  bully  Graham  on  the  fun  fide, 
di  For  Tm  fure  he's  won  the  victory, 

ow  we'll  leave  off  talking  of  thefe  bold 
I  brethren, 

^''In  Carlifle  town,  where  they  were  flain, 
nd  talk  of  thefe  two  good  old  men, 
Where  they  were  making  a  pitiful  moan. 

til 

nd  now  up  fpake  Sir  Robert  Bewick, 
i  O  man,  was  I  not  much  to  blame, 
bave  loft  one  of  the  livelieft  lads 
I  That  ever  was  bred  unto  my  name. 

'  Hth  that  up  fpake  my  good  Laird  Giaham, 

I  O  man,  I've  lo^i  the  better  block, 
i|  re  loft  my  comfort  and  my  joy, 
'  JVe  loft  my  key,  Tve  loft  my  lock. 
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Had  I  gone  through  all  Lauderdale, 
And  forty  horfe  had  fet  on  nie, 

Had  Chrifty  Graham  been  at  my  back, 
So  well  he  would  have  guarded  me. 

I  have  no  more  of  my  fong  to  fing, 

But  two  or  three  words  I  will  name- 
It  will  be  talk'd  in  Carlifle  town, 

That  thefe  two  men  were  all  the  blamei» 


THE 

Berkshire  Lady's 


IN  FOUR  PARTS. 
PART  I. 

Shewing  Cupid's  Conquest  over  a  coy  Lady  of 
Five  Thousand  a  Year. 

PART  IL 

The  Lady's  Letter  of  Challenge  to  fight  him  upon 
refusin^r  to  wed  her  in  a  Mask,  without  know- 
ing who  she  was. 

PART  IlL 

How  they  met  by  Appointment  in  a  Grove,  where 
she  obliged  him  to  fight  or  wed  her. 

PART  IV. 

IIow  they  rode  together  in  her  gilded  Coach  to 
her  noble  Seat  or  Castle,  &c. 


THE 

Berkshire  Ladj's 

GARLAND. 


IN  FOUR  PARTS. 

PART  I. 

Shewin  g  Cupid's  Conquest  over  a  Lady  of  five  thou- 
sand  a  year,  &c. 

3'iin«— «  The  Royal  Forester:'' 

BACHELORS  of  every  ftation, 
Mark  this  ftrange  and  true  relation. 
Which  in  brief  to  you  I  bring- 
Never  was  a  ftranger  thing. 

You  (hall  find  it  worth  the  hearings 
Loyal  love  is  moft  endearing, 
When  it  takes  the  deepeft  root, 
Yielding  charms  and  gold  to  boot. 

:S#me"will  wed  for  love  of  treafure ; 
But  the  fweeteft  joy  and  pleafure 
Is  in  faithful  love,  you'll  find, 
Graced  with  a  noble  mind. 
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Such  a  noble  difpofition, 
Had  this  lady,  with  fubmifsion. 
Of  whom  I  this  fonnet  write, 
Store  of  wealth  and  beauty  bright. 

She  had  left,  by  a  good  grannum. 
Full  five  thoufand  pounds  per  annum. 
Which  ftie  held  without  control  j 
Thus  flie  did  in  riches  roll. 

Though  (he  had  vaft  ftores  of  riches. 
Which  fome  perfons  much  bewitches. 
Yet  flie  bore  a  courteous  mind. 
Not  the  leaft  to  pride  inclined. 

Many  noble  perfons  courted 
This  young  lady,  'tis  reported. 
But  their  laboring  prov*d  in  vain, 
They  could  not  her  favour  gain. 

Though  (he  made  fuch  true  refiftance. 
Yet  by  Cupid's  true  afsiftance, 
She  was  conquerM  after  all. 
How  it  was  declare  I  fhall 

Being  at  a  noble  wedding, 
Near  the  famous  town  of  Redding, 
A  young  gentleman  flie  faw. 
Who  belonged  to  the  law. 

As  flie  viewed  his  fweet  behaviour. 
Every  courteous  carriage  gave  her 
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New  additions  to  her  grief ; 
Forc'd  £he  was  to  feek  relief. 

Privately  flie  then  enquir'd 
About  him  fo  much  admir'd, 
Both  his  name  and  where  he  dwelt, 
Such  was  the  hot  flames  flie  felL 

Then  at  night  this  youthful  lady 
Call'd  her  coach,  which  being  ready, 
Howeward  ftraight  ftie  did  return, 
Bat  her  heart  in  flames  did  burn. 
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PART  n. 

The  Lady's  Letfer  of  a  Challenge  to  fight  him  upon 
refusing^  to  wed  her  in  a  mask,  without  knowing 
who  she  was. 

NIGHT  and  morning,  for  a  feafon, 
In  her  clofet  would  flie  reafoa 
With  herfelf,  and  often  faid, 
Why  has  love  my  heart  betrayed  ? 

I  that  have  fo  many  flighted. 
Am  at  length  fo  well  requited. 
For  my  griefs  are  not  a  few ! 
Now  I  find  what  love  can  do. 

He  that  has  my  heart  in  keeping. 
Though  I  for  his  fake  be  weeping, 
Little  knows  what  grief  I  feel, 
But  rU  try  it  out  with  fteeL 

For  I  will  a  challenge  fend  him. 
And  appoint  where  Til  attend  him  j 
in  a  grove  without  delay. 
By  the  dawning  of  the  day* 

Se  lhall  not  the  leaft  dilcover, 
rhat  I  am  a  virgin  lover, 
5y  the  challenge  which  I  fend  i 
3ut  for  juftice  1  contend. 
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He  has  caufed  fad  diftradion. 
And  I  come  for  fatisfaftion. 
Which  if  he  denies  to  give. 
One  of  us  (hail  ceafe  to  live. 

Having  thus  her  mind  revealed. 
She  her  letter  closed  and  fealed. 
Now  when  it  came  to  his  hand. 
The  young  man  was  at  a  ftand. 

In  her  letter  (he  conjurM  hirn, 
For  to  meet,  and  well  afTur'd  him. 
Recompence  he  muft  afford. 
Or  difpute  it  with  the  fword. 

Having  read  this  ftrange  relation^ 
He  was  in  a  confternatfon : 
Then  adviiing  with  his  friend. 
He  perfuades  him  to  attend. 

Be  of  courage  and  make  ready. 
Faint  heart  never  won  fair  lady, 
In  regard  it  muft  be  fo, 
1  along  with  you  muft  go. 
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PART  III. 

low  ihey  met  by  appointment  in  a  grove^  where  she 
obliged  him  to  fight  or  wed  her. 

ARLY  on  a  fummer*s  morning, 
When  bright  Phoebus  was  adorning 
Ivery  bower  with  his  beams, 
rhe  fair  lady  came,  it  feems, 

Vt  the  bottom  of  the  mountain. 
Tear  a  pkafant  cryftal  fountain, 
rhere  ftie  left  her  gilded  coach, 
¥hile  the  grove  (he  did  approach. 

loverM  with  her  mafk,  and  walking, 
'here  (he  met  her  lover  talking 
Vith  a  friend  that  he  had  brought ; 
traight  (he  alkM  him  who  he  fought. 

am  challenged  by  a  gallant, 
B^ho  refolves  to  try  my  talent ; 
Vho  he  is  I  cannot  fay, 
ut  I  hope  to  (hew  him  play* 

j  is  I  that  did  invite  you, 
ou  fhall  wed  me,  or  I'll  fight  you, 
nderneath  thofe  fpreading  trees, 
jherefore  choofe  you  which  you  pleafe. 
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You  ftiall  find  I  do  not  vapour, 
I  have  brought  my  trufty  rapier^ 
Therefore  take  your  choice,  fays  Ihe, 
Either  fight  or  marry  me. 

Said  he,  Madam,  pray  what  mean  you 
In  my  life  Pve  never  feen  you  : 
Pray  unmalk,  your  vifage  fliow. 
Then  Til  tell  you  Aye  or  No. 

I  will  not  my  face  uncover 
Till  the  marriage  ties  are  over. 
Therefore  choofe  you  which  you  will, 
Wed  me,  fi^r,  or  try  your  ^kill. 

Step  within  that  pleafant  bower. 
With  your  friend  one  fingle  hour  j 
Strive  your  thoughts  to  reconcile. 
And  ril  wander  here  the  while. 

While  this  charming  lady  waited, 
The  young  bachelors  debated. 
What  was  beft  for  to  be  done : 
Quoth  his  friend,  the  hazard  run. 

If  my  judgment  can  be  trufted. 
Wed  her  firft,  you  can't  be  worfted  j 
If  file's  rich,  you'll  rife  to  fame, 
If  file's  poor,  why  you're  the  fame. 

He  confented  to  be  married  ;  f 
In  a  coach  they  all  were  carried, 
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To  a  church  without  delay. 
Where  he  weds  the  lady  gay. 

The  fweet  pretty  Cupids  hover'd 
Round  her  eyes,  her  face  was  covered 
With  a  malk — he  took  her  thus, 
Juft  for  better  or  for  worfe. 

With  a  courteous  kind  behaviour. 
She  prefents  his  friend  a  favour. 
And  withal  difmifs'd  him  ftraightj, 
That  he  might  no  longer  wait. 


PART  iV. 


How  they  rode  tog^etber  in  her  gilded  coach  to  hei 
noble  seat  or  castle,  &c« 

AS  the  gilded  coach  flood  ready, 
The  young  lover  and  his  lady. 
Rode  together  till  they  came 
To  her  houfe  of  ftate  and  fame. 


Which  appeared  like  a  caftle, 
Where  he  might  behold  a  parcel 
Of  young  cedars  tall  and  ftraight, 
Juft  before  her  palace  gate. 

Hand  in  hand  they  walkM  together^ 
To  a  hall,  or  parlour  rather. 
Which  was  beautiful  and  fair- 
All  alone  fhe  left  him  there. 

Two  long  hours  there  he  waited 
Her  return — at  length  he  fretted^ 
And  began  to  grieve  at  laft, 
For  he  had  not  broke  his  faft. 

Still  he  fat  like  one  amazed. 
Round  a  fpacious  room  he  gazed, 
Which  was  richly  beautified  j 
But;  alas !  he  loH  his  bride* 
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There  was  peeping,  laughing,  fneering^ 
All  within  the  lawyer's  hearing ; 
But  his  bride  he  could  not  fee ; 
Would  I  were  at  home,  thought  he* 

While  his  heart  was  melancholy , 
Said  the  fteward,  brifk  and  jolly. 
Tell  me,  friend,  how  you  came  here  ? 
You  have  fome  defign,  I  fear. 

He  reply'd,  dear  loving  mafter^, 
You  (hall  meet  with  no  difafter, 
Through  my  means,  in  any  cafe— « 
Madam  brought  me  to  this  place* 

Then  the  fteward  did  retire. 
Saying,  that  he  would  enquire. 
Whether  it  was  true  or  no  : 
Never  was  love  hamper'd  fo. 

Now  the  lady  who  had  filld  him 
With  thofe  fears,  full  well  beheld  him 
From  a  window,  where  (he  dreft, 
Pleafed  at  the  pleafant  jeft. 

When  flie  had  herfelf  attir'd. 
In  rich  robes  to  be  admir'd. 
She  appeared  in  his  fight. 
Like  a  moving  angel  bright. 

Sir,  my  fervants  have  related. 
How  you  have  fome  hours  waited 
In  my  parlour — tell  me  who 
In  my  Ixoufe  you  ever  knew» 
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Madam,  if  I  have  offended. 
It  is  more  than  I  intended  ; 
A  young  lady  brought  me  here— ^ 
That  is  true,  faid  flie,  my  dear- 

I  can  be  no  longer  cruel 
To  my  joy  and  only  jewel. 
Thou  art  mine,  and  I  am  thine^ 
Hand  and  heart  I  do  refign. 

Once  I  was  a  wounded  lover, 
Now  thefe  fears  are  fairly  over  j 
By  receiving  what  I  gave. 
Thou  art  lord  of  what  I  have. 

Beauty,  honour,  love,  and  treafure, 
A  rich  golden  ftream  of  pleafure, 
With  his  lady  he  enjoys  ; 
Thanks  to  Cupid's  kind  decoys* 

Now  he's  cloth*d  in  rich  attire^ 
Not  inferior  to  a  fquire, 
Beauty,  honour,  riches,  ftore^ 
What  can  man  defire  more. 
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